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drapery of war should bow and blush before the stainless standard of 
Peace, and generations of Anglo-Saxons should remember, with mutual 
felicitations, The Conquest of the White Flag ; or, The Storm- 
ing of Quebec. 



"WHAT A SOLDIER ENLISTS FOR." 
BT A. G. COMINGS. 

When the battle strife was raging, on the field, Resaca de la Palma, a 
brave fellow was discovered who had lost both legs by a cannon shot from 
the Mexicans. His life-blood was fast flowing away, when he was dis- 
covered by those who were pressing on to the dreadful strife. That fel- 
low-feeling which is always found in a greater or less degree to exist 
among those of the same fraternity, towards one in distress, caused the 
soldiers who were pressing onward to the work of death to tarry, as if to 
minister to the relief of a dying comrade. But the dying look of the fal- 
len man refused their attentions. With his hand he pointed to the place 
where the battle was raging — he urged them forward, saying, " This is 
only what a soldier enlists for." 

A soldier, writing from the fort opposite Matamoras, took occasion to 
speak of what would probably be their situation and their fate, and con- 
cluded an important sentence in the following words ; " Some of us," 
said he, " will get our pates cracked ; but that is our profession." 

It is not to be questioned that a soldier who had seen rivers of blood 
flowing on the battle fields of Europe knew " what a soldier enlists for." 
It is not to be disputed that one who had seen his comrades fall under 
the war-axe of the Indian savages knew that it was an important part 
of a soldier's profession to "get his pate cracked." 

When we are asked what a soldier enlists for, we may give an answer 
in plain and simple language. We may say, " He enlists to be killed on 
the field of battle, and to be buried like a dog, or become food for vul- 
tures." 

Shrink not back from this, you patriotic mother, who encourage your 
son to enlist. Remember " what a soldier enlists for." Did not soldiers 
kill soldiers, there would be no use made of soldiers. A few would be 
sufficient to conquer the world, if none were to be killed. But those na- 
tions who give up the greatest number of men to be killed, conquer there- 
by. It is understood that many are to be killed. So it is considered 
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necessary to enlist the more. There will be no victory in war, until sol- 
diers are killed. That is, then, " what a soldier enlists for." Mourn not, 
mother, for the fall of that son, whom you encouraged to enlist. You 
appointed him to this death, when you sanctioned his enlistment. He 
receives the reward of a soldier ; an unpitied death, and an unknown 
grave. It was your choice, when you encouraged him to enlist. 

Shrink not from the mangled remnant of your husband, affectionate 
woman, when he returns from the battle field, with large parts of his 
well-formed body torn away by cannon shot. That is " what a soldier 
enlists for." Did you encourage him to enlist? If so, you doomed him 
to this misery. For hearkening to your advice, he is now no more your 
noble lord, walking by your side in the majesty and glory of his manhood 
and strength. 

Dry up those scalding tears, fair and beautiful sister of the fallen. 
Did not your eye kindle to unusual brilliancy, as you said to that brother, 
" Be brave — enlist." Weep not now, though he comes back no more. 
You placed him under the blow of him who unfeelingly cleft his noble form 
asunder. It is not reason that you should weep. You were the first to 
prepare the sacrifice. Shrink not while the warm blood of your victim 
is smoking upon the altar which you have reared to the god of war. 

Aged father ! why do you moan thus piteously over your son who has 
fallen in battle. Have not your lengthened years taught you what a sol- 
dier enlists for? Did you not know that your exhortation to that high 
spirited youth, when you said to him, " Enlist, enlist," had a plain mean- 
ing which might be expressed by saying, " Consent to be shot, — consent 
to be shot." Your years should have taught you wisdom. Has your 
unwise course brought to you unwelcome knowledge ? Have you sent 
away the staff of your old age, not knowing that what a soldier enlists for 
is to be killed? You are to die alone, without a son to hold your head 
when sick, or to take you from your bed of languishing when the deep 
sorrows of your loneliness shall prove most real. Oh ! had you but con- 
sidered what it is that a soldier enlists for — but it was hid from your un- 
derstanding. 

Old age shall be left unpitied and uncared for, when he has given his son 
to die on the battle field ; the lonely widow, whose husband's blood bought 
victory, shall sigh away her life, and light her wasted fingers to her cease- 
less toil, unpensioned and unpitied ; and disconsolate children shall many 
a long day sit under the deep shade of orphan-poverty, and cry in their 
grief, "■father, O father — beead ;" but to them no kind father's voice shall 
ever again speak, nor his hand be stretched out to supply their wants. 

To bring about these ends is what soldiers enlist for. 



